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myself right behind him. Turning to one comer, he looked
back to the nearest window, and walking over to the win·
dow stuck his head out and remained in that position for a
good two or three minutes.
·ves: he said then, pulling his head back in. ·1 was
right. It shouldn't be too bad at alt:
·what shouldn't be too bad?· I asked, my patience
about run out.
•forgive me: he said, turning to both of us. ·1 really
have to try to explain things better. This corner of your
house was built over the path and I believe if it were re·
moved, to about here: he traced a line with his foot along
the linoleum, ·your problem would be solved:
·Are you sertous?" I asked. ·vou really expect us to cut
off a comer of our house because of this story of yours?'
·rm sorry, I didn't mean to upset you: McManus said
then, backing up towards the front door. •rt•s true, of course,
for all you know I could be just another crazy running
around without very much working right upstairs. or some
klnd of prankster. On the other hand, do you have any other
explanation for what has taken plaoe in your kitchen? Or,
for that matter, how I could have known anything at all con·
ceming this problem of yours?"
"On, I don't know: I said after a moment. realizing that I
was grasping at straws. trying to fight what seemed a very
crazy notion, but with nothing to attack it. ·so what do you
want to do, Molly?- I asked, having no answers myself.
·would it really be such a terribly insane thing, to cut out
this corner?" she asked. "You know how much we both
really love the house. Shouldn't we try whatever it takes to
keep it?•
She was right. I would like to know that we had done
everything we could to keep the place, even something a bit
crazy no matter what the chances might be of its succeeding. It was after all, the first place we'd owned, not rented,
but owned. ·11 that's what you want Molly. But: I added,
·what if the troubles continuer
"Oh but they won't: McManus said, and went on before
I could answer. "But to ease your mind, and because it was
my idea, I will, if I am wrong, come up with the money it cost
to have both the comer cut off and then put back on. You

see, I really do know what I am talking about:
And so, although I swore to myself it was crazy,
agreed.

The outfit that had built the house was only too happy
for more business. And despite the expected few odd
stares, they quickly got to work and did, I feel, a quite fair
job. Indeed, looking at the house now, one would never
think that the comer had been eliminated after the house
had been completed. On Molly's suggestion we had them
put in a window there and, all In all, it came off rather well, I
think. The result was that the house had aoquired one of
those distinctive features more common on older buildings.
Yes, it was expensive, but in the end we very happily turned
down McManus's offer, or rather, he was never in the position of having to make good on his offer, for sure enough,
the trouble stopped as soon as the construction work did.
For myself, I will never tell another living soul the real
reason for the missing corner. I can barely bring myself to
believe it yet. As for the cause of all our trouble, I will only
say that whatever was behind it has gone now. Never, oh
never, will I be able to acoept the idea of the existence of
the good folk, of fairies. McManus, in the meantime, has be·
come a close friend to both Molly and myself. On his fre·
quent visits he will converse on practically any subject but
likes most of all to tell about his grandfather and the good
folk. And it isn't at all unusual for him, during the course of
one of his visits, to take several trips into the kltchen where
he will peer out that new window where the corner used to
be, especially at night.
I have never seen them myself of course, nor to tell the
truth, their path, though McManus is always only too happy
to point it out. I have noticed, however, that the garden on
the side of the house near the kitchen has grown beyond all
our expectations, and that the rose bushes we planted
along the front of the house, except for the path area, tend
to blossom weeks earlier than the rest of the roses in town.
I wouldn't suggest that there was any connection, of course;
suffice it to say that everyone seems quite happy now with
the way things have turned out.

by

Peter
I often wonder if one of the
requirements to be a grandfather is to be a
good storyteller. If so, I had a perfect
grandfather--he told great stories.
Evenings at my grandparents' always
ended with three generations of family
•oaking up the New England evening from the
back porch.
It was such a peaceful moment.
Satiated with Grandma's fine dinner, everyone
was content to idly dream and li•ten to the
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noiaes of the neighborhood.
The adults soon
drifted into light conversation while my
brother and I preferred to scan the small,
wooded area behind the house, searching for
•quirrels and rebbits and other wild
creatures.
Grandpa remained aloof, resting
silently in his chair and watching his
grandchildren watching the woods.
"Come here, boys," he eventually called
to us.
"I have enother story for you."
Even

before be could finish his suaaons, we forgot
our search and scrambled into listening
positions.
Grandpa's
stories were the beat.
•This particular story is about a dog
that used to live around here and those
rabbits you've been looking for.
This dog
was a large and furry beast.
Be used to live
just down the street over there,• Grandfather
told us, casually waving an arm in one
direction.
We would turn our heads and look,
half expecting to see a dog sitting on a
porch watching us.
Then, Grandfather began
his tale.
The dog's n&llle was Archie and he loved
to chase rabbits.
After the sun had gone to
bed, Archie was let out for the night.
He
bounded down the front steps and ran into the
front yard.
Stopping in the middle of the
yard, he looked left and looked right,
wanting to be sure that no other dog had
invaded his territory.
When he saw it was
clear, he let out a couple of howls just to
insure the would-be intruders stayed away.
Then Archie dashed off in search of his
nightly quarry:
a single rabbit that night
after night gave him an exhilarating
run.
The dog and the rabbit were playing a
never-ending
game: Archie tried to catch the
rabbit and the rabbit ran to stay alive.
It
was a rather one-sided game, but, so far, tbe
rabbit bad been able to stay ahead.
One night the rabbit'• luck ran out.
Archie ••ployed a new tactic.
Earlier that
day he had watched a cat stealthily stalk a

bird.
The cat was successful in catching the
bird, so Archie decided to try it on the
rabbit that night.
He crept out of the house
and did not give his usual yell.
He quietly
snuck into the woods to catch hi• rabbit.
Archie found the rabbit cornered against the
base of a tree.
They were· finally face-toface.
There was no escape.
The game
appeared to be over.
"I guess this is the end,• conceded the
rabbit.
•yep,• answered Archie.
•I have finally
caught you.
It's all over."
Th• rabbit,
in a desperate spot, calaly
asked Archie, "Do you really want to end our
gaJDe?"
There was silence.
Archie did not know
what to say.
He had never thought about what
be would do after the rabbit was dead.
He
considered it now, keeping a wary eye on the
rabbit for he was certain the rabbit's
words
were some kind of trick.
In bis mind, Archie saw nights of
leisure;
nights of hunting and' chasing other
rabbits (he didn't believe this was the only
rabbit around);
and, nights spent with the
other dogs of the neighborhood.
Archie's
aind held many idle dreams.
With a mighty spring,
the dog leapt upon
the rabbit and slew it.
Many nights passed and Archie did many
.of the things he had thought about.
He dozed
beneath the stars,
curled into a large fur
ball on the front porch, only opening his
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eyes to watch an occasional car pass down the
•treet.
Some nights he would run with the
other dogs of the neighborhood,
though thi•
was rare for he had grown accustomed
to
running by himself.
On those nights he wa•
alone,
Archie would search for rabbits.
A•
he had originally
thought,
there were other
rabbits in the area.
The chases always were
short-lived
for these rabbit• were always
quick to escape.
When Archie returned the
next night to continue the chase,
the rabbit•
were never to be found.
Again,
Archie was
left to wander alone through the
neighborhood.
"Thi• is wonderful,"
Archie would try to
tell him•elf.
"Now I am doing just what I
wanted·to
do."
But what Archie really wanted
to do wa• to chase rabbits.
So, be spent
many nights wandering
through the yards and
woods in •earch of a rabbit to chase.
Many seasons passed.
Age slowly
crept
up on Archie.
He spent even less time with
the other dogs, content to grow old and
search for the rabbits by himself.
One night, Archie came upon a rabbit
nestled in the ba•e of a tree.
It •potted

Archie at the·•ame instant. The two were
frozen in a brief aoment of startleaent.
Then, the rabbit da•hed away among the trees.
Archie quickly followed, barking loudly in
his excitement.
The cha•e continued for aome time. The
rabbit would occai•ionally pull ahead, and
then slow to let Archie catch up to him.
This teasing reminded Archie of a rabbit he
had cba•ed aany years earlier.
The memory
brought new •park to aging muaclea.
Charged
with thia extra energy, Archie closed the
gap.
The rabbit burst from the wooded lot and
dashed across the street. Archie was close
on his tail.
Suddenly, the dog was caught in
a blinding white light. There was a loud
squeal of tires.
The game was over.
Silence had filled the darkened patio as
my brother and I mused over the tale.
Night
had crept over the house--the woods were now
dark; the animals asleep.
We would soon be
asleep, too, with dreams of dogs and rabbits
and Grandfather's lesson filling our young
minds.

THE VANILLA
Pat Reynolds

TREE

Underneath
the vanilla tree
She sat, and drank, and taught me,
By the rushing riffling Englin.
My mother told me histories;
Of the long w~lk over the plateaux,
Coming down into the cool river valleys;
Listening to the animal calls,
And pulling roots from the dry earth;
And of those fights and feuds
That will dog us all our days;
And of the great whalers,
sails bellied like the spouters
Which they chased to the ice-ringed
sea.
Underneath the vanilla tree
I recount these stories, telling again
Away from the shuffled dust of the square
But within the sound of the Angelus.
The stars
shine through;
I enlighten the tree with their legends.
A warm movement of air stirs
the Ieave s
And unsettles
the crickets,
who sing amongst themselves.
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One evening, this shaper will be stamped
into the form.
There are no ·names, only motions in this
story;
The teller's skill joins the tale;
the poet departs.
So I sino in Irminsul, awaiting
the time
When there is only the leoend.
Until under the vanilla tree
I will bury me.

